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THE VOICE started down 
deep and low and came 
up with a rush and a roar that 
ended by shaking the rafters. 
"Jo-o-o-DEEEEEE!!!" 
Jody Stone shivered and 
hunched closer into the 
shadows of the old livery 
stable rafters. He heard his 
' father's heavy tread move be- 
low. The feed box lid creaked 
up and slammed down. Sam 
Logan's palomino in the back 
stall nickered questioningly. 
Sheriff John Stone snorted 
and his footsteps moved back 
outside. | 

"John, what is it?" Jody 
heard his mother's voice com- 
ing closer, a little breathless 
from running. "What's Jody 
done now?" 

"Done?" Sheriff Stone 
roared. "Nothin' but invented 
some kind o' deadly dang 
weapon that purty nigri burned 
Two-Shoe Sisk's head, off, 
that's all." 

"That's silly," Mrs. Stone 
said. "A bee probably stung 
that old fool Sisk. And you'd 
better get back |o your office. 
A fine thingfor the Sheriff of 
Alavega County to be wasting 
time hunting a little boy when 
the town's full of known ban- 
dits and killers." 

"Dang it. Emily," Jody 
could tell by his father's voice 
that he was weakening. "I 
want to lick that tarnation kid 
while I'm still good and mad 



at him. And the town ain't full 
of bandits. It's just Bit Riley 
and his gun-slick and I 'can't 
arrest 'em till I get word back 
from Pecos that they're wanted 
fer somethin'." 

His voice died away as the 
two moved off toward the 
main street. Jody Stone sighed 
and wiggled, trying to get 
away from a ray of burning 
sunlight that came through 
the broken livery' stable roof 
to shine blindingly in his face. 
As he moved, a small round 
object by his side caught the 
light and glittered. * 

Jody eyed the object with 
disfavor. It was merely a new, 
shiny tin mixing bowl his 
mother had bought off a buggy 
peddler the day before. All 
he'd done was borrow it to ex- 
periment with a little and here 
he was in another pack of 
trouble. It seemed to Jody that 
his infernal curiosity over 
everything was always getting 
him into trouble. 

Not that he meant to make 
mischief. Things just had a 
habit of going wrong. Like the 
time he blew up old Nugget 
Nason's shack trying to make 
gunpowder. Or the time he 
made a balloon out of paper 
and filled it with hot air from 
a fire. Could he help it the 
dern balloon decided to sail 
down over Tex Walter's 
branding corral arid start a 
stampede that scattered five 
hundred longhorns over three 
counties? 



And now, just because he 
wanted to see what happened 
when that nice, shiny tin bowl 
reflected a dot of sunlight on 
old Sisk's bare head, he was 
in another jam, Jody shifted 
uneasily and then chuckled at 
the memory of' Two-Shoes 
Sisk yelling and galloping off 
down the street, slapping at 
his head. It seemed like the 
dern tin bowl acted kind of 
like a burning glass. Where it 
reflected a little round spot of 
sunlight, things sure got hot 
and happened fast. 

Jody thought it all over 
carefully, in the light of past 
experience, and decided the 
best bet was to come down and 
take his medicine. He sighed, 
picked up the guilty bowl and 
started to swing down. Then 
he froze and very carefully 
pulled himself back out of 
sight. 

||OWN BELOW him two 
ugly, bearded hombrea 
with heavy g.un-belts had 
come quietly in the back door 
of the stable. Jody studied 
them and shivered. He recog- 
nized the mean-faced Bit Riley 
and his shifty-eyed compan- 
ion. Everybody knew the two 
were killers and bank robbers 
but since Jody's dad had got- 
ten to be sheriff the old law- 
less lynching days were over. 
Sheriff Stone believed in get- 
ting evidence before acting— 
and that was why these two 
moved openly. 

"Did yuh hear thet, Bit?" 
the gun -slick gritted as the 
pair halted right under Jody. 
"Thet Sheriff's telegraphed to 
Pecos and you know what'll 
happen when word gets back." 



"I know." Bit snarled. 
"They'll find out about that 
bank job and grab us fast. But 
I-hate like sin to skip out un-? 
til we've made a haul. I had 
my eye on that little cracker- 
box bank fer tonight." 

"If sump'n was to happen 
to that sheriff," Bit's compan- 
ion mused ,"he'd never be able 
to tell we was wanted." 

"You got somethin' there, 
Louie," Bit said. "And I got 
me an idee. If 'n I was to match 
guns with that old ranny and 
gun him down, nobody else in 
town'd have the nerve to brace 
us." 

"Yeah-only John Stone's 
supposed to be greased light- 
ning with a six-gun. He let 
Curly Lobd draw first and 
then Mowed .him apart. You're 
fast but you ain't fast enough 
to kill Stone." 

Jody was trembling but he 
listened, fascinated, as Bit 
growled: "Use yore head. I got 
it all figgered out. You hide in 
here with yer gun ready. I'll 
face Stone and get him into a 
argument. When he reaches 
fer his gun, you shoot him 
from inside. Nobody'U see you 
in here and they'll think I out- 
drawed and out-shot the old 
fool." 

"By Jings, you hit it." The 
gun-slick suddenly yelped in 
alarm. "Here comes Sheriff 
Stone now," 

"Great. Get in that empty 
stall and have yer gun ready. 
An' don't miss. I'll get him 
mad enough to draw and you 
shoot." 

Shaking like a leaf. Jody 
opened his mouth to yell a 
warning to his dad. Then he 
clapped his lips shut. At the 
first cry, the hidden killer 
would shoot his father and 
likely. Jody too. At the open 
stable door. Bit Riley was al- 
ready accosting Jody's dad in 
a sneering, challenging tone. 

"Howdy. Sheriff. I hear you 
been making remarks about 
my honesty around this here 
town. Seems like yore mighty 
brave— with yore mouth." 

"What?" Jody heard his 
father roar in rage. "Why, you 
measely little two-peso bad- 
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man. Any time you think I 
ain't got the nerve to tell you 
to yore face that you're a 
crook and a hoss-thief and a 
dirty killer." 

It was coming, now. Jody 
could feel the terrible tension 
building up in the atmosphere. 
Down below he could see the 
crouching gunman, hidden 
from his dad by the stall par- 
tition. The gun-slick had 
drawn and cocked his six-gun 
and was holding it steady 
through a crack in the boards. 
Jody couldn't see Bit and his 
dad but he could see their 
long shadows on the floor and 
he knew that at that distance, 
the killer could never miss. 
Jody's mouth was dry, his 
throat tight and aching. 

"If you don't take back 
them words," Bit Riley was 
goading the angry sheriff, "I'll 
pound 'em down yore ugly 
throat with lead." 

It was the challenge. Jody's 
dad couldn't refuse, even if he 
had wanted to. In a moment 
hands would slap walnut, iron 
would squeak against leather 
-and Jody's dad would die, 
the victim of a dirty kill-trap. 

•"THE SUN was in Jody's 
eyes, reflecting from the tin 
bowl. Suddenly his eyes wid- 
ened. He caught up the trou- 
ble-making bit of tin and 
turned it, tilting its rim to 
catch the fiijl rays of the sun 
through the broken roof board. 

Down below a patch of sun- 
light moved eerily, creeping 
across the dirt floor, flowing 
up over grain sacks and sad- 
dles, coming to rest at last on 
the crouching figure of the 
killer below. Jody's first 
thought had been to shine it 
in the gunman's eyes and spoil 
his aim. But the killer had his 
broad-brimmed hat pulled 
low, shading his face. 

Then Jody thought of Two- 
Shoes Sisk and the red spot on 
his bald head and he knew 
what to do. The spot of sun- 
light moved and came to rest 
on the gunman's hip where 
his second revolver hung in its 
holster. Jody steadied the bowl 
against a rafter and prayed. 



Outside the quarreling 
voices were suddenly hushed. 
It was that last, endless mo- 
ment before the draw. 

Without warning, without 
the preliminary slap and 
slither of drawn guns, a shot 
blasted thunderously. Down 
below, the hidden gunman 
yelled in high-pitched agony 
and leaped to^his feet,- whirl- 
ing and howling, his drawn 
gun forgotten. A long furrow 
down his left leg was redden- 
ing with blood. 

In the doorway Jody heard 
his father's sharp exclamation 
and then the tell-tale whisk of 
iron on leather. Two more 
shots came, blending together, 
and then a man moaned and 
fell heavily. 

Jody was scrambling down, 
still clutching the bowl, when 
his father strode heavily into, 
the stable and slammed the 
howling gunman to sleep with 
one blow of his still-smoking 
gun barrel. In the sunlit door- 
way, Bit Riley was seated on 
the ground, clutching a shat- 
tered arm and sobbing curses. 

"Jody," Sheriff John Stone 
roared. "Whut did you have 
to do with this ruckus?" 

So Jody told him, ending: 
"So I turned the burning sun 
ray on his other gun and got 
the cylinder so hot the shell 
went off and— and . . ." 

"And durn near blowed his 
leg off," Jody's dad finished 
for him. 

There was a turmoil for a 
while until the deputies had 
hauled Bit Riley and his pal 
off to jail and some first aid. 
When the crowd had gone, 
Sheriff Stone scowled at his 
son and jerked a hard thumb. 

"We better go tell yer maw 
we're all right." 

"Dad," Jody said finally as 
they walked along. "Are you 
gonna lick me fer using maw's 
pan?" 

Sheriff Stone looked side- 
ways at his son's bowed head 
and a grin twitched at his 
mouth. "Nope. Don't reckon I 
am this time, son. I only do 
that when I'm mad at yuh— 
and I ain't mad now," 
The End 
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MORE boys have won fame and 
big awards with Gilbert Chem- 
istry Seta than any other kind. Far 
more than "toy" sets. Range of chem- 
icals and apparatus based on real 
laboratory technique. Write messages 
in invisible ink. Make chemical wea- 
ther flag. Hundreds of other spectac- 
ular experiments in organic, inorganic 
and electro chemistry. 

bke are Charles 
Luther and Ray ■ 
^■J^ mond Leatzaw who 
00. DO for 
1 research. 
Mr. Gilbert will a ward 
totalling $200.00 to boys doing 
tne most important research in chem- 
istry in 1945. Write for details. Gilbert 
Hall of Science, 21 A Erector Square, 
New Haven, Conn. 




It's a snap to build thrilling action 
models with Erector Junior ... big 
bridges — cranes that swivel and 
hoist — sensational airplane ride — 
many others. Punched strips, 
wheels, axles and other exciting 
parts are made of wood — like fa- 
mous mosquito bomber. Parts fasten 
together with big, easy-to-grip pin- 
pegs. You don't need a screw 
driver. 
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Boys, 

boy who snatched another boy from death on a railroad b. _ge 
HI — the inside story of the world's fastest train run — and dozens 
|1 of other blood-tingling railroad stories and pictures. Just sign 
K War Stamp pledge below and mail today. Important: Hold 
on to your War Stamp. Do not send it with coupon. 

The A. C. Gilbert Co. 21 Erector Square, New Haven, Conn. ( jBrfll 
Please rush me Roar of the Rails free. I pledge my word of^_/| 
honor that I will buy a 25* War Stamp in December, 1944. 

-^tx Name 

BgP* 1 Street | 

■ *^ City State 



